TOO                  THE  COMPLAINT

And fkornefully he carl

At hir a frowning glaunce,

Which made the mayde to flriue for fpech,

And ftertling from hir traunce,

T J wil reuenge (quoth flie)
For here Ifhake offfhame^
And wil (my felfe) bewray this facie
Therby tofoile thy fame.

Amidde the thickejl throngs
(Jf I haue leaue to go)
I will pronounce this bloudie deede.
And blotte thine honor fo.

If I in deferts dwel>
The woods, my words fhal heare^
T/,\    'to, the htlles, the craggie rocks,
Shau ivitnejfe with me beare.

I will fo fil the ay re

With noyfe of this thine affie.

That gods and men in heauen and earth

Shal note the naughtie facJe.

*T Thefe words amazde the king,
Confcience with choller flraue,
But rage fo rackte his reflles thought,
That now he gan to raue.

And from his ilieath a knife
Ful defpratly he drawes,
VVherwith he cut the guiltlelfe tong
Out of hir tender iawes.

The tong that rubde his gall,
The tong that tolde but truthe,
The tong that movde him to be mad,
And ftiould haue moued ruth.